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I was taken to the Polish consulate, where crowds of
people were wailing. Although I had decided to cross
the Polish frontier illegally, I now changed my mind,
as I did not want to have trouble there. Polish officials
during the last few weeks had returned a large number
of refugees to Germany and left them to the mercy of*
the Gestapo. So I decided to try again and send my
card together with a letter of recommendation to the
consul.-His representative saw me immediately, and
asked what he could do for me. I showed him my
recommendation from the Polish Foreign Office, and
was immediately granted a transit visa through Poland
for three days. The consul told me that only very few
received such a visa. I left the embassy with a light heart.
Outside were a number of suspicious Gestapo agents,
but I did not take any notice of them as I was displaying
my Polish badge conspicuously, and walked away. I
toured the town and watched the Gestapo chasing through
the streets, listened to workers in public-houses and
factories, while I was talking to my friends and making
final preparations for my escape.

I was to start in the evening. A storm was blowing
up. My companion and myself, wearing borrowed
railway uniforms, waited for the storm and the rain which
was to come later on. The weather would protect us
from the Gestapo official?, who were watching the station
and railway stores and inspecting all railway workers.
My companion gave me detailed instructions concerning
my behaviour should I encounter any Nazi spies, the
places where we had to change and where I finally had